The Servant Problem
and very heavy, and opened the door of my abode, he gave
one disconsolate look round, put his basket on the floor,
sat on the lowest step of my ridiculous staircase, and burst
into tears.
Being a resourceful imp, he soon pulled himself together,
ran to the main street where the ragamuffins of Baghdad
sit on the pavement and wait to carry parcels, and came back
with a broad-faced young Arab friend of his, whom he
evidently considered more suitable to my establishment.
Having so provided for me, Suleyman vanished tactfully
into space.
Mahmud was a charming boy, with a face like the full
moon, always smiling: but the elements of housekeeping
were not in him. My English friends too, who in all this
time were as kind and helpful as anyone could possibly
be and with whom I was staying while these problems
were being settled, thought it would be better to have a
woman who could stay in the house at night.
So I engaged Marie the Armenian.
She was a dark, untidy, loquacious creature, with eye-
brows pencilled to meet over her nose and a tattoo mark
on her chin made by the Beduin who had carried her off
as a small child in a raid or a massacre and sold her to a
Moslem of Damascus. He kept her till she was twelve
and then married her. He seems to have treated her